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Arcada astrala 



Intr-tLn imivers poetic, legea gravitatiei ar trebtii sa 
cuprinda in ecuatia ei §i rezonanta zicerii, §i 
scanteierea rostirii §i o anmne stare cuantificata 
din magia trairii...A trni - traire e un verb in limba 
romana cu profimde puncte de sprijin in existenta. 

Respiratia zicerii e o invaluire ca o clipire in umbra 
de sub pleoapa: "eu te vad, tu ma zare^ti". 

In taramul acesta, la im amune pimct de intalnire, 
rostirea acestor 2 poeme se implete^te in arcada 
astrala a cuprinsiiltii iar fulgerul albastru le a§eaza 
intr-o farama de eternitate: Buciu'e^ti - eterniil ora§ 
al poeziei §i Damasc - epopeea iubirii. 

Intr-tm aniune fel, §i pe la cm-bura inimii mele da 
tarcoale, ademenindu-ma cu amintiri, fragmentul 
de viata trait in Siria, Alep, Homs, 
Damasc. .Istoricii considera Damasciil cea mai 
veche capitala din liune avand continuitate pe 
aceea^i vatra de 4000 de ani.... Damasc, ora§ 
desenmat de UNESCO "Capitala Culturii Arabe" 
in 2008. ..Damasc, ora§ desemnat de siifletul meu, 
capitala ospitalitatii...cate nu aducem dintr-o 
calatorie. . .ilustrate, fotografii, suveniriiri...le 
pimem intr- o vitrina, le a§ezam intr-im sertar sau 
le daruim...in sufletul nostru, ale noastre simt 
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trairile, starile, sentimentele, zambetul 
intaiiipmam...iniina mea iti da btuia ziua, 
zambind... 

In calatorii, sptmea Chateaubriand, pe masura ce 
omul inainteaza in varsta, simte tot mai mult ciun i 
se intare§te in suflet dragostea de patrie §i credinta. 
In tinerete, nu ne gandim nici la ima, nici la 
cealalta dar, mai devreme sau mai tarziu, aceste 
simtaminte ni se infati^eaza in toata splendoarea §i 
trezesc in adanciil ininui noastre o dragoste pe 
masiua frumusetii lor... 

r 

Mimir Meyzed, a carui patrie e, in imiversul 
poetic, aiviiitiil, leaga in arcada astrald doua liuni 
in care se regasesc virtutile trairii, obiceiurile, 
simpHtatea §i candoarea copUariei... 

Nizar Qabbani a lasat in istoria Hteraturii 
universale "mirosul de iasomie al Damascului", 
"copilaria tmui san" sau "femeia de iuni"...Un filon 
din "Damasc - epopeea iubirii" i§i gase^te §i aici 
sorgintea.. ."iasomie §i portocala / chemand caii 
inimii tale / sa necheze puternic cu mandrie §i 
onoare / in lerusalicn §i Bagdad.. " 

Epopeea iubirii rasuce§te in devenire cer, dorinta, 
respiratie, murmur, suspin, moHcitme, dulceata, 
amfora, parfmn §i o dorinta: "Iube§te-ma intr-atat 
incat sa ma faci arab / imul care pretuie§te caii / 
sabia §ipoezia..." 
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Rostirea poetulm se accelereaza intr-o incantatie 
incandescenta ale carei contururi se rostuiesc lent, 
sitnplu, ltni§titor intr-tm poem despre iubire, 
femeie, casa §i barbat....eterna epopee a 
iubirii...fabtilos §i fantastic! 

Buciire^ti - Eterntil ora§ al poeziei este poemul 
aceluia§i poet pe care, a§a cum ma §tiu, 
condamnata la fericire, am avut §ansa §i privilegiul 
de a-1 cimoa§te personal §i de-a vedea ciim 
verstirile ltd prindeau conhir pe §ervetele de 
hartie, pe man^ete de ziar, pe orice se poate scrie, 
pentru ca Mtinir Mezyed traie^te poezie, respira 
poezie, inalta coloane de poezie.... modest cum il 
simt, in Bucure^ti - ora^iil etern al poeziei, el 
declara, la ftnal, mucalit: "incerc sa scriu tm poem 
.."?! 

Poemul e scris, pictural, maiestuos, un imperial al 
cuvintelor cu marturisiri in stop-cadru: "am venit 
la tine / dintr-un loc plin de ruine / imde 
asasinate sunt poezia §i profetii / vrabiile §i flutirii 
/ am venit la tine / dupa ce fusesem inecat de 
durere..." 

Tulburatoare declaratiile de iubire ale acestui poet 
in care traiesc nu uniil, ci mai miilti poeti! Ele 
dezvalme maturitatea expresiei artistice in arcada 
astrald a cuvintulm a^ezat temeinic in farama 
aceea de eternitate. 



Tineti pe noptiera, langa pat, cartea aceasta...cand 
nu §titi ce aveti, §i nu §titi ce va doare §i sunt prea 
mtilte §iprea mari grijile Itiinii acesteia, cititi aceste 
doua poeme, rar, pe indelete, ganditor §i... mai 
vorbim ! 



Conf.Univ.Dr.DONA TUDOR 



Un loc tesut din trupul de vise despre 
doua ora§e 



Putini oameni din tara noastra s-ar fi 
gandit sa faca o astfel de „asociere": Bucttre^ti - 
Damasc, fie §i pe taramiil poeziei. Mtmir Mez\'ed, 
poet iordanian stabilit in capitala Romaniei de ceva 
vreme, a cautat sa trimita un mesaj din slova 
friimusetii vietii, sa deseneze o caravana de 
cuvinte intre cele doua ora§e, zugravindu-le a§a 
cum s-au a§ezat ele in inima lui - Buctu^e^ti, in care 
poezia da culoare eternitatii, §i Damasc, invalmt in 
voalul epopeilor iubirii. 

Dupa 1989 s-au a§ezat in tara noastra poeti 
din diferite „lmni" poetice (cea araba fund 
reprezentata, de pUda, de „emigrantur'/ 
inalinjariiii din BabUon, Salah Mahdi, de Munir 
Mez\'ed §.a.), dariiind §i alte valente poeziei scrise 
la noi. (Avem in vedere §i faptul ca poezia araba 
moderna este inca destul de putin cimoscuta Imnii 
occidentale, in pofida faptulm ca tot mai mtilte 
niune ale poetilor arabi se regasesc in tot mai 
multe tari, ca experimentul, versul liber au 
patrtms, incet dar continuu in lumea araba. O liune 
care, de§i poate fi caracterizata printr-un caracter 
destul de imitar din multe pimcte de vedere, 
incepand cu eel lingvistic, continuand cu eel 
reUgios §.a, are particularitati specifice fiecarui loc 
aparte.) 
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Inca este dificil sa-1 catalogam pe Mrniir 
Meyzed drept „poet roman", cirni se semneaza 
(de§i a facut pa§i spre cultura noastra), din mai 
mtilte puncte de vedere, nu doar pentru ca, de 
pilda, a adus cu sine §i un mod aparte de a folosi 
cuvintele. Alege vorbe cat mai „la indem^ana", cat 
mai simple, pe care cauta sa le imbrace cu haina 
tmor simboluri/ intelesiiri adanci, care par mmate 
in acea cerneala secreta a misticilor sufi de 
odinioara, dar, fara indoiala, fara a „se sprijini" pe 
un vocabular secret, ci doar pe eel al filosofiei §i 
mitului. 

Astfel, cele doua ora§e devin, fiecare la 
randid Im, im spatiu din care gandtirile lui Munir 
Mezyed constrmesc iin alt fel de lume, una a 
intimitatii, poeziei, tainelor §i cautarilor, a viselor. 
Buciire§ti, „perla/ invaluita in cochilia magiei", 
ora§ care „remodeleaza visele §i viata", la care 
poetul a venit „dintr-tin loc plin de ruine/ imde ei 
asasineaza poezia §i profetii/ vrabiile §i fluturii", §i 
Damasc, „prima biblie a iubirii", la care „ingerii §i 
zanele merg in pelerinaj", pentru care „caravanele 
miturilor tree/ carand condimentul miracolelor", 
sunt iubitele poetulm, locurile in care inima Im 
cauta refugiu, ori de care s-a frant. Locuri care il 
fac sa viseze ca totul ar putea fi posibil, sau sa se 
intrebe aproape aidoma pictorulm ratacit imdeva 
in Marile Sudiilui, „ce caut", „imde simt", „cine 
sunt". Qri in care pasiimea, dragostea §i mirosul 
legendelor, durerilor dar §i fericirii ii 
inmiresmeaza cerulinimii. 



Poate ca o dominanta a poeziei ltd Mtuiir 
Mez\'ed, dincolo de cautarea simplitatii (dar §i a 
incarcatttrii semantice) in exprimare, este maniera 
in care „subordoneaza" cuvantul imaginii poetice. 
lar, nu in tiltinitil rand, tropii din poezia ltd sunt 
tin melanj propriu de ctdori, de la puternicele 
nuante arabe (aici avem in vedere, atat cat este 
cazul insa la Mtinir Mezyed, §i fapttd ca stmt 
desttde voci care spun ca este dificil de discutat/ 
anaUzat poezia araba prin prisma canoanelor/ 
teoriei §i criticii occidentale, fie §i pentru faptul ca 
vorbun de modele/ civilizatii/ valori/ concepte 
diferite) la cele tmiversale/ tmiversalizante, tmeori 
cu tu§e fdie culese de pe malul Dambovitei, acolo 
unde „luinina §i intunerictd se casatoresc" §i Itma 
soarbe „nectartd legendelor". 

§i in aceste poeme tine sa sublinieze ca nu 
i§i poate uita radacina araba, „cerand" 
Damasctdtd, aducand parca din vechime, parca, 
mireasma tmor ecotiri din Lnru'u al Quais 
{invaltdte, cate putin, in tdtare, mai ales de prin 
secoltd al XlX-lea, cand in Itunea araba se 
manifesta o schimbare ctmoscuta in genere cu 
ntunele de Al Nahda/ Rena§tere): „Iube§te-ma 
intr-atat incat sa ma faci arab...!// untd care 
prettde^te cad,/ sabia §i poezia". §i canta toate 
acestea in Buctu-e^ti, acolo tmde loctue^te, acolo 
unde „pietiicele se impra^tie prin aer;/ poeme/ 
cantand spiritelor impovarate,/ parfumand §i 
impodobind pieptul cerurilor". Acolo unde muza, 
„zburand intr-tm trup de femeie/ proclama 
na§terea poeziei". 



Pe scttrt, am putea spime ca este o ptinte 
interesanta intre doua ora§e, izvoare de frmnusete 
§i iubire, dainmta din cuvinte dar §i din inima de 
Mmiir Meyzed. O pimte in versiiri care, in fapt, 
„ transf orma" cele doua ora§e, le „ime§te" intr-im 
loc din inima lui. Un loc in care dragostea, 
friimusetea, magiciil §i visiil, lini^tea, dar §i 
diirerea §i spectrul riiinelor §i intimericului pot fi 
casa spiritultii trnrn cm care traie§te in cotidian, 
dar se §i imbata in liimea viziimilor sale pe care le 
a§terne in vers. 



Poet si Critic 

Marius 

Chelaru 



Bucuresti - Etemul ora§ al poeziei 



Un deal, cufimdat in tacere 

§i calm, 

Perla 

Invaluita in cochilia magiei 

§i frtuniisetii, 

Prive§te cu atentie spre Donrniil 

Cu ochiul contemplarii, 

I§i deschide pieptul 

Pomilor 

lerbii 

Pasarilor 

Pietrelor 

Apei 

Sa se roage 

Fiecare in limba ltd, 

Credinta ltd. . . 

Pastortd mana turma de vise §i revelatu 

Pasitme §i inspiratie 

Spre deal. 

Catre ve^nicele paji^ti ale bucuriei. . . 



Pe malurile raiilui Dambovita, 

El ajtmge pe taramiil mnbrelor in sarbatoare 

Unde Ittmina §i intimerictil se casatoresc 

Zare^te stolttri de randttnele 

Deschizand o terasa ca lima 

Sa respire parfumul cantarii, 

Sa priveasca baletul fluturilor imbatati 

Sorbind nectariil legendelor. . . 

Urcand pe terasa, 
Muza il intampina 
Zburand in trup de femeie, 
Proclamand na§terea poeziei. . .! 

In ochii ei 

Curcubee se desfata dansand. 

Ea se lauda cu cositele-i noptatice 

Ondtilandu-i-se peste sanii 

Unde poetii §i profetii sunt alaptati 

Cu laptele profetiei. . . 

Pietricelele se impra^tie prin aer; 

Poeme 

Cantand spiritelor impovarate, 

Parfumand §i impodobind pieptul cerurilor. . 

Astfel, totul e posibU in Bucure^ti. . . ! 

Buciu-e^ti, o femeie pa§ind sfios, 
Remodeleaza visele §i viata 
Dupa voile iubirii. . . 



Am venit la tine 

Dintr-im loc plin de rtiine 

Unde asasinate stmt poezia §i profetii 

Vrabiile §i fluturii. . . 

Am venit la tine 

Dupa ce fusesem inecat de dtirere 

§i manjit de mizeria gandirii primitive, 

§i in ale chinmtului men spirit vizitmi, 

Torturat de amaraciimea exilulm §i Upsa casei. 

Am venit la tine 

Ostenit de dragoste §i razboi 

Cautand printre femei 

Una care sa arate aidoma poeziei mele. . . 

Am venit la tine, iubita mea, 

Cea mai frtimoasa, preafrumoasa zana. . . 

Nici tm om sau duh n-a atins-o vreodata 

Doar eu. . . 

Nu-i de mirare 

Ca de cate ori te privesc ctmi stai goala 

In fata mea 

Incerc sa scriu tm poem. . . ! 



Damasc - Epopeea iubirii 



lubirea mea, 

Tu e§ti firele colorate ale hainelor certdui meu 

Brodate cu dorinta §i nostalgic 

Din suspinele tale 

Respir parftunul iubirii 

Si in vibratia sanultii tau 

Se adtina nesupiinerea copUariei mele . . . ! 

Damasc 

Mi-e foame §i sete 

Doar de iubirea ta 

Sa ma cufund in misterio§ii tai ochi 

Sa ma infrupt din dtilceata piebi tale timede 

Sa inhalez mireasma suspinelor tale 

Sa-mi incalcesc degetele in mobcitinea pariiltii tau 

Sa-mi odihnesc capul la pieptul tau 

§i sa visez ca ma cufund in prospetimea izvoarelor 

tale... 

lata! Sangele meu e verde de la uleiul maslinilor tai 
Care inca mai cresc in tarna sufletului meu. . . ! 



Salut liunanarile degetelor tale 

Aprinse in intimecimea arabismulm 

§i gttra ta inmiresinata cu iasomie §i portocala. . . 

Chemand caii inimii tale 

Sa necheze puternic cu mandrie §i onoare 

In lerusalim §i Bagdad 

Dragostea mea, adtma mugurii vietii mele 

Risipiti in vant 

§i stoarce-iin amfora deUcioaselor tale parfumm-i 

Uite! Te iubesc 

Mai mult decat iubirea 

§i tanjesc dupa tine mai mult decat 

Dorinta 

Iube§te-ma intr-atat incat sa ma faci arab. . .! 

Unul care pretuie§te caii, 

Sabia §i poezia 

Poarta mii de batabi din dragoste 

Pentru o femeie a carei verigheta a fost furata. . . 

O, Damasc 

Prima bibbe a iubirii, 

Tu e§ti cea care §ade la lunbra copaciilui 

nevazutului 

Pavand calea Domnului 

Cu bliac §i crizanteme 

Pastorind oile civilizatiei 

Protejandu-le de Lupid Ocean 

Crescand puii Imninii 

Jerbe pentru martiri 



Ingerii §i zanele merg in pelerinaj 
§i caravanele miturilor tree 
Carand condiinentul miracolelor 
Pentru tine... 

Pentru tine coc eu 

Strugurii poemelor 

Cap^unele viselor 

§i erotismtil marii 

Cu farmeciil §i tainele spiritultii 

In borcanele iubirii 

Le revars sub picioarele tale 

Sa pa§e§ti pe ele 

Sa te urce pe troniil placerii §i dorintei 

Damasc 

Printesa a padttrilor salbatice 

Cu toate ale lor brize pagane 

Care-ti atarni ai hainelor nasturi 

In ceruri stele 

Sa aprinzi imaginatia poetilor 

Profetilor 

§i cavalerilor 

Impreiuieaza-te cu a mea fantezie 

Cu ale mele vise 

Incat sa pot fi al tau poet 

Altauiubit...! 

Dragostea mea 

Seara aceasta a trecut zadarnic 

Ca §i celelalte in care n-ai fost 



Astfel sufletul a pacatuit 

Negustand gustul iubirii 

lar truptil devine inspaimantatoare padure 

Fara copaci §i pa^ttni 

In care burmenile noptii mor 

§i totul se pustie^te 

Chiar §i iubirea 

Din sete dupa ploaia ta 

§i laptele raiirilor tale. . . ! 

Nu ramane altceva decat moarte 
§i nimic nu ramane pentru moarte 
Doar gheata §i singuratate 
Si suf erintele exilulm. . . ! 

Dragostea mea 

Ctim de-am putut sa ma frang din sinele meu 

Zburand din el 

Cautand reiugiu la tine. . . 

leri 

Am visat o armata de fluturi 

Ininima mea 

Au sangerat sare din cauza mea 

§i au devenit lacrimi. . . 

Caut 

Ce caut...? 

Intreb „Unde simt. . . 1" 

De fapt „Cine sunt. . . 1" 
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Acttm preamiilta suparare ar trebiii sa fie eliberata 

S-ar cuveni sa fie cantec 

Un cantec care sa rasptmda chemarii infinitei iubiri 

Care ne poveste§te despre femeie 

Despre casa §i despre barbat. . .! 
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Tales of Two Cities 

Munir Mezyed 

With Three Introductions 

The Romanian by i^arius Chelaru/ 
Romania 
& 

Dr.Dona Tudo^ Romania 
The English by Prof. Abdul-Settar 
Abdul-Latif/ Iraq 
The Arabic by Bahija M.Adleby/ Syria 
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Journey into the Cities of Miracles and Love 



This book is a complete anthology in three 
languages - Arabic, English, and Romanian. It 
incorporates two poems, each for one citv^ in 
particidar mentioned b}' the name! The first is 
dedicated to 'Bucharest: the Eternal City of Poetry', 
the second to " Damascus: the Epic of Love'. Both 
are of special significance to the soid, heart and 
mind of Mimir Mezyed, the Arab Muslim 
Palestinian/ Jordanian poet and the Romanian 
resident who chants for his dearest paradise-like 
regions. In both poems, he resorts to the use of 
Pastoral Mode to create his own mythopoeic, 
hinges on the mythical tale behind the et}'mology 
of the name of each cit}', identifies himself w^ith the 
character of the Shepherd/ traveler latent in the 
tw^o poems and assigns the role of his beloved 
shepherdess to the Cit}^' he loved. 

Along with various hues, hrave allusions and 
inteihgent nuances latent in Mimir Mezyed, a keen 
eye may detect that his poetry is beautiful in 
essence, prophetic or apocah^tic in visions, 
mythopoeia in the realms he creates, iridescent 
both in imagery and devices - sometimes pastoral, 
sometimes Gothic; sometimes erotic or romantic or 
rehgious; partly narrative, partly dramatic. 
How^ever, his poetry, all in aU, aboimds in 
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mysteries be}'ond clarity and in dreams beyond 
limits. It sustains hope that poetry has Tower' - a 
power that can remodel hfe though , as it seems, 
chanting suffering, disappointment and anger in 
sohtude but by no means for individualistic 
motives. Munir Mezyed's poetry bears a message 
that is associated, in addition to other matters, 
with some locations, names of two cities, in 
particidar, mentioned by the name! He, for 
instance, chanted for Baghdad and Gaza at times 
for crisis but he lauded Bucharest and Damascus at 
aU times. The two cities, the topic of this preface, 
have got each a tale with Mtinir Mezyed, the man 
and the poet. Bucharest has been crowned 'the 
Eternal City of Poetr\'' that 

'Restyles dream and life 
According to tlie wills of love' 

While Damascus means the rebirth of once Arab 
glories and resurrection of the awaited-for hope. It 
is the Green Land of Tummuzi or Diunmuzi the 
Fertility Divinity coming back with hfe, robustness 
and vigor: 

7 hnil tlie ilhnniiiated candles of your finger 
In tlie darkness ofArabisni' 

The magic and wonders of the two cities are what 
sphced them into the soid of the poet. They don't 
merely reflect to the poet just names of big 
important capitals. They stand for the poet's 
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fotmtain of aspiration, of beauty, of hope, of 
dreams and visions. Both are charged with 
metaphorical energy that piirifies the poet off the 
daily factualities and disappointments as they 
signify a prevalent theme of one's being in move - 
a man in persistent purstiit for Light, Innocence 
and Love. 

'Bucharest: The Eternal Cit}' of Poetry' and 
'Damascus: The Epic of Love' belong to the 
pastoral or bucohc poetr}', which is a hterary mode 
in which the hves of shepherds together with their 
relationships w^ith their sought-for beloved 
shepherdesses are celebrated and described. 
Hence, the poet in the first poem, for instance, 
identifies himself as one shepherd: 

' TJie slieplierd leads ilie Jierd of dreams and visions, 

Tiie lierd of passion and inspiration, 

To tJie liill. 

To tJie eternal meadows of joy... ' 

He irrigates the poem with all imagery allusive to 
the bucohc habitat right away from the outset, only 
to vividl}' portray a fantastic scene of ' a hill, of 
trees and grass, of birds, pebbles, water, meadows 
and the banks of Dambovita River, of fields, flocks 
and swallows, of moon, fragrance, butterflies, 
nectar and rainbows and milk and sparrows'. He 
lets his erotic passions to his sw^eetheart flow softly 
though warmly: 
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'Ill )ier e\jes, 

Rainbows relishing in dnnring.. 

S]ie boasts about tlie niglifly braids oflier linir 

Curling over tier breast' 

The figure of the darhng shepherdess cast as the 
Goddess of Poetry - the Muse who 'suckles poets 
and prophets/ the milk of prophecy', occupies a 
large amount of the poetic discourse because she is 
identified with the poet's Beloved City: 

'Biidiarest, a woman walking haslifidly,' 

I hm?e come to you, my love, 
Tlie most beautiful, benutifid. fairy , , , ' 

As he bestows on the image of the woman/ city 
virtues of innocence, chastity, purit}^ and 
maidenhood 

'No man or jinn, ever touclied, lier' 

But me... 

No wonder, 

I beliold you naked before me 

Every time 

I try to zvrite a poem. . . ! 

It is here where Poetry is born as it prompts him to 
see its nakedness and takes its maidenhood. It has 
become a ' cit\^' of the same stuff music, images, 
imagination and metaphor are made - a 'poetic 
cit\^'! It is here where 'a terrace for the moon 
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opens', 'where the flocks of swallows breathe the 
fragrance of singing, where the drunken butterflies 
dance their ballet'. It is here where poets and 
prophets sip the milk of Prophecy; where the trees, 
the grass, the fields, the pebbles, the w^ater - the 
whole pray in the air verses and adorn the chest of 
Heaven. It is the Nirvana or the Paradise Regained 
or it is the poet's Utopian portrayal of Andalusia, 
once lost but now^ back! It is the cit\^ that speaks a 
celestial language and proclaims the birth of the 
Divine's sacred w^ords: the Logos - the Creative 
Word. It is the city that is associated w^ith 
solemnit}', sublimitv^, magic, beauty and 
tranqiuhty and in order to have access into it; the 
poet/shepherd must set forth an expedition of 
exploration! He should follow two directions - to 
fly via oceans of Silence, i.e., to wade up and up 
amid abysses of Tranqiiihtv^ aiming at an Upper 
Land - the Acropolis, the legendary moimt of 
poetr}', and simultaneoush' to delve deeper into a 
magical world of Wonder and Beaut}' in search for 
a celestial Pearl w^hose beams of hght trespass all 
veils; a pearl that looks at God with the eye of 
contemplation. What a mount? What a pearl? The 
poet/ explorer day by day, moment by moment, 
and verse by verse, penetrates through the Unseen 
into this two-in-one city of the unceasing mysteries 
every time he attempts his hand to write a poem! 
No sooner do his feet step onto its wonderfiil soil 
than he initiates a new voyage into the Citv^ of 
Miracles - Bucharest! 
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'Thus everything is possible in Bucharest!' 

The poet has employed a certain motif; let's call it, 
the motif of 'the House and the Dweller' or 'the 
Container and the Insider' or 'the Seen and the 
Hidden'. 'The Silence and TranquUit}'', on the one 
hand, and 'the shell of magic and beauty' in the 
first stanza, on the other, form the concept of 'the 
House, the Container or the Seen' while 'A hill' and 
'A pearl' shape the concept of 'the Dweller, the 
Insider or the Hidden'. Such a motif goes in 
harmony with the poet's everlasting explorations 
into the City of Miracles. Though the poet, as a 
biographical fact, has dwelt for ages in Bucharest, 
the wonderful capital of Romania, he never leads a 
routine-like life; hving here does not become ' a 
habit' for habit is the great deadener. Both routine 
and habit erifeeble if not quench the pleastire of 
discovering things. This motif is significant in the 
poem because it helps reveal two realms or worlds 
prevalent - an upper land or an acropohs: 'the 
moimt of poetry drowned in sUence' and 'the pearl 
in a shell deep in ocean'. This is the Land of 
Creativity, of Fertihty and Innovation. In contrast, 
there is a low^er or nether land where 'ruins', 
'sorrow', 'dirt', 'tormented visions', 'bitterness', 
'exUe', 'homelessness', 'assassination of poets and 
prophets', and 'tmchastit}'' dominate. The Nether 
Land is the land w^here there is no milk for poets 
and prophets to suckle; no w^ater to drink; no air to 
breathe the fragrance of singing; it is the Land of 
Death itself! And it lurks in the shepherd's sub 



consciousness. This is what tortures his soiil. The 
poet now reveals that though he lives in a Nirvanic 
realm, he is saddled by a heav}' Sisyphean biirden; 
he is tortured not by rolling a stone to the top of a 
slope, a stone that escapes him near the top and 
roUs down again hke Sis}'phus in the Greek 
Mytholog}', but by an everlasting stone-like-rolling 
suffering - the poet's concerns of his nation: 

Ihave cotne to yon 

From a place fmugld zvitJi ruins 

Wliere tlieif assassin -poetry and propliets 

Sparrows and butterflies 

Iliave come to you 

After being drowned, by sorrow 

And stained by tJie dirt oftiion.glit and tribalism, 

And in my spirit tormented, visions, 

Tormented by the bitterness of exile and liomelessness 

Does the poet pose himself as Redeemer as Christ 
in rehgion or Dummuzi, the Babylonian Fertility 
God in the myth or both? 

In this respect, the Sisyphean torture and the 
descent to the Nether Land, in this part of the 
poem, are manipiilated to illustrate a trace of 
intertextuahty with the Greek and Oriental myths. 
Their use comes only as juxtaposition to yet 
another intertextuaHt\' with two legendary 
characters earher introduced in the first stanza of 
the poem. They are Bucorer, the Shepherd and 
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Artemis, the Bright Star (the Pearl) and his beloved 
Shepherdess. Bucorer has granted his name to the 
City Bucharest while Artemis has given the 
brightness, chastit\' and wonder! Thus, the poet 
has created his own mythopoeia in the first poem - 
'Bucharest: The Eternal City of Poetry' but w^hat 
about the second poem - 'Damascus: The Epic of 
Love'? What does he do? 

As in the first pastoral poem, the poet/ shepherd 
dehvers rather very passionately apostrophes 
repeated 12 times, the same niunber of the months 
of year (does this discourse allude to something?): 

l.My Love 

2. Damascus 

3.Forlo! 

4. My Love 

S.Forlo! 

6. Love me enough to make an Arab. . . ! 

7.0 Damascus 

8.To You 

9. For You 

10. Damascus 

ll.My Love 

12.Mv Love 



Of course, it only asseverates the immanency of 
the M}'th of Diumnuzi (Tummuz, the Fertiht}^' 
God) in this poem. The poet/ shepherd with a 
royal and divine tone beseeches his Sacred 
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Goddess, the modernized shepherdess and 'the 
Princess of the Wild Forests': 

You are ilie colorful threads oftlie dresses of my heavens 
Emhroidered. wWi desire and nostalgia 

Although there is a wide disagreement among 
historians and archaeologists as to the etymolog\' 
of the name of the city of Damasciis, they agreed 
upon its meaning as 'the fertile green land'. And 
this is really Damascus even if we do not tend to 
history to know^. As such, one may bridge some 
linguistic links {related to Aramaic language) 
between 'Dmnmuzi' and 'Damascus'. Though such 
view is not historically substantiated, it is possible 
if we notice that the word 'Damascus' could have 
been derived from a variation of the name of the 
Fertiht}' God 'Diunmuzi' plus a suffix (in fact it 
was a sign) attached to names of cities, men, gods 
... etc to indicate the sense of the land owned by or 
related to this man or that god. The sign has come 
to us in different variations; it might be 
pronoimced as 'ki, ka, gi, ga or ge'. Originally, it 
refers to 'Ki', the Smnmerian God of Earth in the 
Smnmerian Mytholog}'. His name w^as attached, 
either as a prefix or suffix, to many Greek, Latin 
and English words to indicate the sense of 'earth or 
land'. Hence, we have in English, for instance, the 
w^ord 'geology', the science of Earth! You may find 
other examples by htmdreds. Therefore, 
'Damascus' [ Diunmuzi + ka + us (a nominal 
Greek Siiffix)] comes to mean 'the land of 
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Dtiminuzi' or 'the fertile green land' or 'Roudh 
L>^jJ^ ' or 'Ghouta -UajiJl ' as in Arabic. The last 
two words are the Arabic translations of 
'Diumnuzi + ka', a word of Babylonian origin as I 
think. Now^, the poet finds it quite relevant to his 
theme and mythopoeia if the connection between 
these two lexicons is exploited and actually, this is 
what he chooses to do. Generally speaking, fertile 
green lands' are associated with 'civihzation, 
luxtirious hfe and a high level of ciilture'. 
Damascus is thus, whether past and present. In the 
poem, 'Damascus' is depicted as 'the Abode of 
Civihzation' and images of fertihty, greenery and 
mode of civihzation are offered in abundance 
accordingly by the poet. All images, referred to, 
adumbrate material ingredients of civihzation or 
civihzation in becoming in the poetic sense, of 
coiu-se; for instance, there are 'springs', 'trees', 
'hhes', 'grapes', 'pastures', 'herbs', and 'buds'. As 
there are other elements such as 'oil', 'green blood', 
'soil', 'jasmine and orange', 'chrysanthemum', 
'strawberr}'', 'rain', 'milk', and 'butterflies'. The 
images could be categorized as 'bucohc, sartorial, 
olfactory, erotic, romantic, mnemonic, hght, 
rehgious, tactile and mihtary'. 

The poet being away from his city, as a shepherd 
in exile of his own accord identifies himself with 
the Diunmuzi in the Nether world. He gives vent 
to his suffering - the feel of himger, thirst, aridity 
and desertification; deprivation, suffocation and 
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instability and discontents and even death; hence 
'Gothic and morbid images' are prevalent: 

'My Love 

Tills evening went in vain 

Like f]i£ otJier ezfenings zvifhout your presence 

Tlius file soul erred 

It tasted not tlie taste of love 

Wldle the flesh is dreadful forest 

Wifhoui pastures and trees 

IVlierein. tlie irlglit lierhs die 

And everything is getting desertified 

Even love 

Due to lack of your rain. 

And milk of your rivers. . . ! 

Nothing remains hut deatli 

And notliing remains for deatli 

But frost and, loneliness 

And, woes of exiles... F 



From his remoteness, he pines for his land - 
Damascus, craving for his sweetheart/ cit}^ since it 
comes to represent not only childhood 
recollections but also honour, glory, hope and 
being. Moreover, it is the only outlet available out 
of aU Cimmerian darkness, bitterness and pains of 
the Hades. When he is resiurected, fecundity, 
fertility and rebirth of nature are restored: 

'For lo! My blood is green from tiie oil of your trees 
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VViiidi still grozviiig in tlie soil ofiny spirit. . . /' 

It is noticed that there is detachment and variation 
- detachment hetween the city and the 
poet/shepherd/Diunmuzi; the city does not die or 
suffer sterilit)^ due to the exile of her man - this is 
because it is an ancient citj' that defies the ebbs and 
flows and the ups and downs, whatever w^henever 
w^herever; and a variation played on the original 
myth and the poet's mythmaking. Both 
phenomena are natural in poetry. Poets tend to 
alter in their soiuces to serve their purposes. 
However, Damascus to the poet marks the 
restoration of the Heroic Arabian Age, the age of 
the Regained Honour. The poet only here, i.e., 
when he chants for honor and dignit}^, resorts to 
Al-Miifnimhi being the Knighthood Poet in the 
Arabian heritage: 

Love me enough to make an Arab 



An Arab who praises horses. 
Sword and poetry 

It signifies the resurrection of a new^ life to him; the 
Fertihty Divinit\^ with his coming back to the City 
has risen from the Land of the Dead. This is 
because Damascus equals the sacred word of God 
and the glad tidings God carries to mankind 
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'O Diminsais 

Tlie first hihle oflove 

It is you. ivlio slmdes under the tree of imseen 

Paving the way of God' 

The poet has recourse to the use of rehgious 
imager}^ - both Christian and Islamic, to figure out 
one reahty: Damascus paves the way of 
civihzation. It has taken in hand the torches of 
peace and tolerance, culture and progress and 
there are yet happy oniens ahead. It has become 
the Ka'ba' to which 'angels and fairs do 
pilgrimage'. It has got a message to inflame poets, 
to offer a stash, hope, identitv^ and Freedom from 
pain and miseries to the Oppressed Mankind: 

'Now fJi.e swollen grief ought to he freed 

Ougiitto he a song 

A song responding to the call of the endless loz^e 

IVJiidi tells IIS iihon.t woman 

Ahoutii.oineand man... ! 
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Bucharest - The Eternal City of Poetry 



A hill, drowned in silence 

And tranqiiility, 

A pearl 

Veiled in the shell of magic 

And beaut}'. 

Looks attentively at God 

With the eye of contemplation. 

Opens its bosom 

For the trees. 

For the grass. 

For the birds, 

For the pebbles. 

For the water 

To pray... 

Each according to its language 

Its visions.... 

The Shepard leads the herd of dreams and visions. 

The herd of passion and inspiration. 

To the hill. 

To the eternal meadows of joy. . . 



39 



On the banks of the Dambovita River, 

He conies up to the field of the shadows festival. 

The matrimom' of hght and darkness, 

He beholds flocks of swallows 

Opening a terrace for the moon 

To breathe the fragrance of singing, 

To behold the ballet of the drimken butterflies 

Sipping the nectar of legends... 

As he ascends to the terrace. 
The Muse comes to him 
Flying in the Form of a Woman 
Proclaiming the birth of poetry. . . ! 

In her eyes. 

Rainbows relishing in dancing. . . 

She boasts about the nighfly braids of her hair 

Cttrhng over her breast 

Where she suckles poets and prophets 

The milk of prophecy. ... 

The pebbles scatter in the air 

Verses 

Singing to the stressful spirits. 

Perfuming and adorning the chest of heaven. . . 

Thus everything is possible in Bucharest. . . ! 

Bucharest, a woman walking bashfully, 
Rest\des dream and life 
According to the wills of love... 
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I have come to you 

From a place fraught with ruins 

Where poetry and prophets 

Sparrows and butterflies were assasined. . . 

I have come to you 

After being drowned by sorrow 

And stained b}' the dirt of thought of tribahsm. 

And in my spirit tormented visions, 

Tormented by the bitterness of exile and 

homelessness. . . 

I have come to you, 

Wear}' from love and war. 

While searching among women 

For a woman who looks like my poetry. . . 

I have come to you, m}' love. 

The most beautiful, beautiful fairy... 

No man or jinn ever touched her 

But me... 

No wonder, 

I behold you naked before me 

Every time 

I try to write a poem. . . ! 
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Damascus - The Epic of Love 



My love 

You are the colorful threads of the dresses of my 

heavens 

Embroidered with desire and nostalgia 

From your sighs 

I breathe the fragrance of hfe 

And in the purr of yotir breast 

The unrtdiness of my childhood is piling. . . ! 

Damascus 

I himger and thirst 

Only to youi love 

To sink into your mysterious eyes 

Feast on the sweetness of your moist skin 

Inhale the fragrance of your sighs 

Entangle my fingers in the softness of yoiu* hair 

Rest my head on your bosom 

And dream of drow^ning in the sweetness of your 

springs... 

For lo! My blood is green from the oil of your trees 
Which stiU growing in the soil of m}' spirit. . . ! 
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I hail the Illtiininated candles of yoiir finger 

In the darkness of Arahism 

And your scented mouth with jasmine and 

orange . . . 

CaUing the horses of your heart 

To neigh highly with pride and honor 

hi Jerusalem and Baghdad 

My Love, gather the buds of my hfe 

Scattered in wind 

And squeeze them in the amphorae of youi 

dehcious perfume 

For lo! 1 love you 

More than love 

And long for you more than 

Longmg 

Love me enough to make an Arab. . . ! 

An Arab who praises horses, 

Sword and poetry 

Wages thousands of battles for love 

For a woman whose wedding ring was stolen. 

O Damascus 

The first bible of love. 

It is you who shades imder the tree of imseen 

Paving the way of God 

With hhes and Chrysanthemum 

Shepherding the sheep of civihzation 

Protecting them for the Ocean wolf 

Rearing the chicks of Hght 

Wreaths to the martyrs 
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To you 

Angels and fairs do pilgrimage 
And the caravans of myths pass b}' 
Carrying the spices of miracles.... 

For you, I mellow 

The grapes of poems 

The strawberry of dreams 

And the eroticism of sea 

With charm and mysteries of the spirit 

In the jars of love 

Potir them imder yotir feet 

To step over them 

Lifting }'ou to the throne of dehght and desire 

Damascus 

The princess of the wild forests 
With all their pagan breeze 
Who hangs the buttons of her attires 
In heaven as Stars 

To eriflame the imagination of poets 
Prophets 
And knights 
Copidating m}' fantasy 
My dreams 

So that I may be her poet 
Her lover...! 

My Love 

This evening went in vain 

Like the other evenings w^ithout your presence 
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Thus the soid erred 
It tasted not the taste of love 
While the flesh is dreadful forest 
Without pastures and trees 
Wherein the night herbs die 
And everything is getting desertified 
Even love 

Due to lack of yoiu rain 
And milk of youi rivers . . . ! 

Nothing remains but death 
And nothing remains for death 
But frost and loneliness 
And woes of exile. . . ! 

My Love 

How can myself disassociate from itself 

Flee from it 

Seeking refuge to you . . . 

Yesterday 

I dreamt about an army of butterfhes 

In my heart 

Soon they bled salt because of me 

And they became tears. . . 

I search 

What am I searching for. . .? 
I ask "where am I .. ?" 
In fact "who am I...?" 
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Now the swollen grief ought to be freed 

Ought to be a song 

A song responding to the call of the endless love 

Which tells us about woman 

About home and man. . . ! 
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Ajj^^Ij AjJjKjVI ^JlULj Oj±i.<alll Xj-alllj AjIjjIIj ^jxJliil 

AjJail (_^ i^jLiij o^.ixia 4_uiilc kJjLiJ j^^l AjcIajVI aJLacI 
...Aj-iiUil ajsUjII cjUL^^j^-ail /^ 

iiUJl (_^ 4_j^jj(_kiil CJl^jj-a*^l iAl ;^ -^J -^3^ J:^ ^Jf^^ 

U' '"'j"^ Cjt'J*-^' jJbtJI (_^ ^)a_i.iil ^)x_fciil jLl-siJI iAi t>aj 
_)cLu1j1 -''■■-'■'") ^jl l^La^A-al ^- ■—aj i_}*ljl ^JX_ulli J*_uJl Aj-Ja5 

<L«^ L« ^^^i /^.Ix-l3 4jt_oLlxAj dl^yk Ai ^Luj fc-1^ ^■-^ 0^ 

..4_i 

jjPkA jj^jJjLa j^pLajjll kij:a.Uilj JiaLlll aAc ^jiial 

iQji L-LiunJla ;_>JiiJljl jj;*^^! (_gjjiJ^I ^Liil Lai 
p-l^^ j_^UJl Luijjjl (jL^j^ *j^ ' /--I ■ -^ -^3^ JrA^j 

. dijl 4_uLujJj>» O*':^'^ CJ'**:^ M^J ' ij^"*^ SH-^J*^' 

..LijLa jj ^ cjijLja^i jij^j iiUjii 



^jjLJVI AAlib / -;^:-^' ji.VI 4^jil - 

_ lHjUJ ^jLj J UjLa JJ ^ J-ij-a /- ,J^<-^' '-^^j'-^ - 

4_ijL±uiVlj 4_ijLajj]lj 4_LijxJlj 4_jJyLaJVI 

_ tllUJ ^jLj J UjLajj ^ J-^lj-^ / -OJ^l^l ij-i JJ*-a - 

AAuiJjailj 4_ljLajj]lj 4_ljjxjlj 4_jjjLaJ*^l 

4_ljLajjllj 4_jjjl^VLl LljLa JJ j_^ J.i*-a / -CIjIjJj^j _ 

4_J jji^VLl LiJLajj (_^ J.i*-a / jxJiilj L-l^l t_jlj£ _ 

4_ijL«jjllj 

AjjLajjilj AjjjiaJVLj LuLajJ ;_gi lIjjA.^.^ "LiAIj^Ij L_1^I 

jA-aUt-ail j_jjjul jx_uiil AjIjJ . 

CJjJh-ajA-aU-all (_^jJiJl jX-iHl Li^jljiajl 

(^jjLajjll jaJiiil U^jijiaJl 4.,a^jJj jljicl . 

JJjI LJjjj) |_jL1u:£LuI jcLuiil O'-Jr^"^ '*-*^^ - 
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n|l»LjD5lDt 

Cf^ l5QfnA2^!J (B^SfdKl: 2(SflbeiiTcfEL^ 

r^25|i^LiYA|)0 iQYAip^izkM n ^f^ Vi 

T ttfpffid^^ClfD^I$Kf2^Jll$cl^/Yo!J 

aa^ljtfe I !9r^yd2DLJ^J2 ©^Cf JIUo! 
. Lp^|^y(gXJ (I^(el^C^Lf 

I fg^J a ^!J ICPndi IqUS^ OSt 6B2^J Np^ 

. Y(^JiafhCB 

LJe^JOBLJ^iyfll^^Lgl oH^YolJIDn^Bij 

. (^r^Z^dip^l/yRLgOf^TIJC^pEbei 
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yAjliDi OS 2ZClf!jyPfp6acSt2 ICLK^ Lfii^lab 

lhDy+TIII:(el^azClfijy(^ 06iTcfty+TIII:(tfp|_iil 
yhJJcSj[e[|2l AC^Lf I^Pil^UafUj 12^ 
2^ai|GA©f 2 + (^jt^ ape(E§r20:Tl.iiioA ONj 

. (^PgfTTsiAC^lpD 

y+T LJ^II^abLppU L^ IpiCfnAJ l^^6|:!A 
2ZClf!JlltoiTcfEa^lca(tfcfeU(^f4W>l*D!J 
061 [£|EEl(^;2d^ I #(^p|HL^£l^iM;i| [gZ 
: fmM^tf. NfME\ kyAfP(^^(^ 

iTcfE 
II W U&t ^2DU (^ 
je^lJOBU&YAIDLI 

ILTC^JIII^CB 

...T ^JII^ZIZZL^F^tSiA 

111: (jgecz ixn u ljo 
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yfTAUl LJUCftf l(flb!Jyfr ^A U2LrPLf Nfi! 

a(^rEVa^Oa!(^JONj(el^lpDr |!J06a2L|^ 
IC(£^L^ayAJ|ICCpG^; II [K|^d^^G[J; 
I \Q^fJ^\AfiK(^^i U rip^^J 12AT !Jy#Tft 
ICLIL^lp$n ICCpBZIC(el|^iya^UC^lSi)D|az 

. aCpjc^Lgigffziz 

L^ Yo!J+ |Ba2iTcfELJJtai6L7:^CEZaf!J Lj^A 
r^M Igyl d UdjahipoM UcSj rflTZAiTcp 

IJ^d|||zKf'DiWeu!yrp3 
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Lp2T4^r^3Gtacl^Zrf!JiTZLKilfIP^ ' ftf 
LjflW6By+Tli:0(^l2AT!J||IB^gAT iKfflz 

OcSflz 
... Orir!J||2CZ2^06 



6^(ehECl4dD 
cfeZLf+U 

YdJynU 
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lER IColc($l:Uy^YdJyaila(MiyiUYiar!^ 

2d3fLfy5Qpa^UIC(^^^Hjad|C^ysi^ 
I dJLT rig l^JllTlF&UIC^n^lyl^EfiJz 
iTcffc I^T lcOB2ZClfij K Ol^lW ^ o!^ UOKefcj!/ 
. ip(tf IpjZ Yolcfifi&LJfbU Dig yrpLJJzU 

yPf)C6l E|KiaAT / iTcft/ L^|a^66!(tf(E& 



eflaje(|lA2dl!(Bb 

YdjapnOB 
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(BSfeqoft 

carCf I ^ IcflSl^AJO Lfps U(BgM^ijpQriAa2dU 
ICfqrpllc(I^ol^U($(£b'A(^^(^ !q 

LJ^L^f uuuuuuuu Lp^Juuuuuuu UMf. 
uLi^p mts^ mf.^ ^A[^ IM 

aadioL'P^ldlL^oIDKgilqULJJf 
OlsgiffilJYolJCjUJYai^lc 



nadiLgfllpDo 
...LjfiyfLM 

\^ Ifil +z!JI HSUICf^fll^E 2 g^oT ftf I l^il 
UYlSr !^l l^!J IjflriA LiJiflA|: I l$dSZr ^|2^J 

yc^65(SjlPf UouL^S/ ICl2(tfMiTcpLflt$dSZ 
Lly(£l^^Yo[D^M$t5LM£l|yd£!(£bi!; 

d^j6bk:rP\km6bdi^J+q^! O^T !JC^ iJLilz 
c^ucdj [(I U i d# i l$cli^^ [D^aZGf!; L#^ 

OBNJp nl^fnA2ZClto0!(efc[!Jy(^!j6B[]fit+l$cl| 

OKT IJycftf LiJi^(^ L^3fd|6B2 |62ZClfi(S 
LJ^ Kl:2(tfAui iTcft/ L^l$d|/ L^lyc^M 
6BIJT®dil$di IgOsgSfilJYolJcJUJYdfi^ Icll^dz 

: Lffl; !^ ICd| !J Ce [£(| Lly(^^2dl !J ia(^z 



ec^Tu! (^ ^ 

adODZ 
IToDZ 

c£lgz 

Ljfiyf efe aMjlpc(p\eQ2hlL^|ydfcl*IJP14 

C^ !|^ycacfel^|Ljfiy!p\y(el^^Yoa)tT(Mj 

Li^|ICiyD(tf)jLJiS Ua ^J DxM OBi 2^J OKT !J 

\J^tM^PK\\iS[V\p.l(Ss\(SSV\^/ I Ayf y+T 

ibfiTP I H^R yia^zS?^ ygfnhi is?fe6(^ 

YjdiP2e||UICfnA(el^C^I^OJ/ rf^2^!jdj9 
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IMT 2ZClfijyPfp06Lrr1g/f urP!Jll$cl|/Yo!J 

:2GEd|y^J II I^Np^U l^<E^ Cftf + l$clit2PD 

IIP! 
Y:PP!(B^Lp^LJiz 

IIP! 

: ICflblJI^ULpfllJI^ULjfiyf NJHcU 

IIP! 
Yo!^Y2o!JLiJMfclz 
($111 L^ If # 

..TB^tpripcciac^p 

OftdD(S||pl 
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LMLAIIflC^IceDz 

YnzuB 

6cl^^li:||:PCLp 

ladf+oB 

lpc[pHX§^yMD 

MjPnM;^ 2zafij (B^a^i3fd|asijft3HMj 

TfKflfQ©ZljfAiAa2d 
OHfeT cT dinolP 

(^ / ifp^iazof 
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AjJjVI JX^I AjJ^ ClMijiLj 



ICdf!JOa|g(| 

ycftfL^ 

ec^Tu! dtpT Ki^ 

2daDZ 
ITdDZ 

cMlz 

r*!Yloy+OCf^ 
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CE^^ti^art^ (|r I [2Z 
yU!JICLK|D(fy|oLJi^E|f 
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